P. M. JONES (BALLIOL)
FOR THOSE GONE FROM BY THE SEA
'T'HE Sea, the noontide, the receding song
JL    Of waves, withdrawing from the radiant shore, The bay, the harbour, where the old boats throng, Shall drowse their eyelids with noon-dreams, no more
The Sea, the moonlight, the majestic crash Of crystal billows on the jewelled beach, No ntore shall tell them of those Isles that flash AnWade for ever from adventure's reach.
North-wind's delirium, thunder's rolling rage, All the demented voices of the deep, Calling, lamenting them from age to age, Shall stir no eyelid of the sleep they sleep*
A call they heard that came from overseas, And they, with shouts that madfe the tall cliffs shake, And songs that faded on the faint sea-breeze, Vanished, one evening, in the red sun's wake.
And now they slumber on thy boundless breast, O pale Pacific, whom no ambient light Chaineth and strameth to her wjlPs unrest, Whom no wind troubles in thy timeless night.
their harbour and their open sea. . . And no dim crying from that distant shore Shall end their roomings or their rest in thee, l^heir Ocean-sepulchre for evermore.
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